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is an image of desolation, tragic and
\~/ lamentable. She is like a ruined sepulchre for-
gotten in the midst of the desert from which even the
dead have stolen away. She is a dead city of the dead,
an immense catacomb of pallid gold bleached to the
whiteness of the unbuned bones of man, a shining and
wasted Golgotha on which the sun beats all day long,
while the thirsty dust curls up in little tongues like
flames to taste the freshness of the wind.
Before her, shrunken and thirsty, a river passes into
the exaltation of the desert; and here and there on its
banks tall and ragged palms stand like huge skeletons
that seem about to fall to the earth, and from which
time has eaten away the grave-clothes and the flesh,
soaked though they were in unguents and preserving
oils, If you pass into her dilapidated palaces, barred but
empty like rifled tombs, everywhere there is the odour
of death, a strange and bitter smell, graveolent of the
rancid oil of the ointments, the pungent odour of the
unguents, the faded sweetness of the perfumes; and over
all, suffocating in its horror, the empty odour of death
itself, that will at last overpower bitter and sweet alike
in its own oblivion. And if you pass into the desert
that surrounds her with an old voluptuous silence, even
there too you will find nothing but dust and ashes; for
there is no more learning where the dead inhabit and